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La. Why then he is aliue. 

Glo, Nay,heisdcad,andflainc by Edwards hand. 

La. Li thy foul e throat thou lieft,Qucenc Margaret fawa 
T hy bloudy faulchion fmoking in his bloud, 

The which thou once did bend again!} her breft, 

But that thy brothers beat afide the poynt. 

Glo. I was prouoked by her flaundcrous tongue. 

Which laid their guilt vpomny guiltlefle (boulders. 

Lj, Thou waft prouoked by thy bloudic minde. 
Which neuer dreamt on ought but butcheries . 

Didft thou not kill this king? Glo., I grant yea. 

La, Doeft graunt me hedgehog^hen God grant me too 
Thou may eft be damnd for that wicked deed. 

Oh he was gentle, milde and vertuous, 

Glo. The fitter for the king of heauen .that hath him, 

U. He is in heauen, where thou (halt neuer come, 

Glo. Let him thankc me that holpe to fend him thither, 
For he was fitter for that place then earth. 

La. And thou vnfitfor any place but hell,. 

Glo. Y cs one place elfe,ifyou will lieare me name it. 

La, Some dungeon, Glo. Your bedchamber. 

La. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou lieft, 

Glo, So will itMadame,till Hie. withy ou,. 

La, I hope fo. 
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You fhould not blemi/h them if I flood by: 

Asall the world is cheered by the (onne. 

So I.by that, it is my dayboy life. 

La. Blicke night ouerfhade thy day, and death thy life, 
Glo, Curfe not thy felfe faire creature, thou art both. 

La, I would I were to be reuenged on thee, 

Glo, It is aquarrell moft vnnamrall. 

To be reuengd on him that loueth you. 

La. It isa quarrel! kuft and reafbnable. 

To be reuengd on him that flew my husband, 

Glo. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husband. 

Did it to helpc thee to a better husband. 

La. His better doth not breath vpon the earth, 

Glo. Go to,he hues that loues you better then he could. 
La. Name him. Glo, Plantagenct. 

La, Why that was he. 

Glo. The felfe fame name^aut one of better nature. 

La, Where is hei 

Glo. Heere. Shefpittethathim. 

Why doeft thou (pit at mef 
La. Would it were mortal! poyfon for thy fake. 

Glo, Neuer came poyfon from fo fvvecte rfplace. 

La. Neuer hung poyfon on a fouler toade, 

Out of my fight, thou doeft infeft my eics. 

Glo, Thine eies fwccte Lady,baue infedfed mine. 

La. Would they were Bafiliskes to ftrike thee dead, 

Glo, I would they were that I might die at once. 

For now they kill me with a liuing death: 

Thofe eies of thine, from mine hauedrawne fait teares. 
Shamed their afpeft with ftore of childi fh drops: 

I neuer fued to friend nor enemie, __ 

My tongne could neuer learne fweetc (oothing words : 

But now thy bcautie is propofde my fee: 

My proude heart foes, and prompts my tongue to fpeake, 
Teach not thy lips fuch fcorne , for they were made 
For luffing Lady, not for fuch contempt, 
if thy reuengefull heart cannot forgihe, 

Lo here 1 lend thee this iharpe pointed i'word. 


Which 



